Children of Rumm
Stephen Menick HIS GUIDE had been killed for drinking from another tribe's well and now he had only his compass; and to steel his nerves, to forget the sun that drained the color from the cliffs, and in a mood of a boy on holiday, the golden Englishman began to sing ?in time with the rolling of his saddle.
You could hear the girls declare:
"He must be a millionaire!"
And the cliffs tossed echoes in the air yonair yonair yonair? Thomas. The mystery man had not returned to Arabia; he was nearer than that; he was living in our midst.
He lived too much in our midst for us not to wonder whether the mys tery he personified might actually be our own. 
